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Author's Notes: 
Story Two in my Second Book of Metallica Tales 


James had reached the point where, after knowing Kirk for five years, he thought that there was nothing Kirk 
could possibly do to surprise him any more. From bringing a pony home But James! There is room for Chestnut 
in the Metallmansion to trying to build a replica of Buckingham Palace out of old shampoo bottles, James was 


sure he'd seen it al. 

Until now.. 

Kirk was standing in the living room, holding a bottle of Golden Dreams With a name like that, James had 
thought it was some kind of expensive whiskey. Unfortunately, it was a hair colour. A very light blonde hair 


colour. 


"But Kirk." Lars was saying, a displeased frown on his face. "Why the fuck do you wanna go blonde?" 


"Because it would look beautiful," Kirk said, a dreamy look in his eyes. "Just imagine, my hair cascading over my 


shoulders in a million sun-kissed golden waves". 


James rolled his eyes and drank some beer (partially because he was thirsty and partially to stop himself 
laughing at Kirk). Jason glanced from James to Kirk and then back again and Lars just looked confused. 


Kirk waited for a better reaction off his band mates. Jason glanced at Lars. Lars blinked. James put his beer 


can down on the coffee table. 

Kirk huffed loudly. "Guys, come on! Show some enthusiasm! Aren't any of you interested?" 
"Nope," said James. 

"Urm, well." said Jason, struggling to display a fascinated expression 

"| think it's weird," said Lars. "I mean, you hair looks so lovely as it is". 

"| think so as well," said Jason, pleased that he could latch onto a positive comment. 
James eyed up Jason suspiciously. "You think Kirk's hair looks lovely?" 

"| didn't mean it like that," Jason said, blushing. "| mean that dark hair suits him". 


"Yes but I've had dark hair for soooooooo000000 long now," Kirk said. "It's time for a change. | want to go 


blonde!" 

James grunted and drank some beer. Jason shrugged and gave Kirk a sheepish grin. Lars rubbed his chin. 
"Its time for the new mel" Kirk trilled, determined to drum up some enthusiasm among his band mates. 
"Good," said James. "Maybe the new you won't be as bigger fucking diva as the old you". 


"You guys are so MEAN!" Kirk exclaimed. "I'm going to go and dye my hair and then when it's done, I'll wear a 
HAT! Then, you won't be able to admire my gorgeous blonde locks at all. Then you'll all be sorry!" 


With that, Kirk turned and stamped out of the room, lovingly clutching his bottle of Golden Dreams. 


"Man, he's batshit fucking crazy!" James muttered. 


FEE FE E E FE E E E E E E E AE E WE E WE E WE E E E F E E OK W Æ 


As the other Metallica lads knew that Kirk would be ages dyeing his hair, they found productive thins to do 


while they waited. Lars and Jason played on the NES and James practised a new song on his guitar. Then they 
ate some noodles with strawberry sauce and watched a weird game show, where contestants dressed up as 
woodchucks and carried logs around. 

Then, during the adverts, there was a piercing scream from the bathroom! 

Lars squealed in response. James dropped his can of beer. Jason fell off the settee. 


"What the fuck." James exclaimed, grabbing his can before all the beer spilt out. 


Before Lars or Jason could even begin to form a thought in their brains, Kirk burst into the room. His hair, 


usually black was now a dazzling shade of orange! 

"MY HAIR!" Kirk screamed. "MY BEAUTIFUL HAIR" 

"What happened?" James asked. "Did ya pick up Sunset Orange instead of Golden Dreams?" 

"That is not funny!" Kirk yelled. *I-l.was SUPPOSED TO BE BLONDE! 

Jason shrugged, clearly very uncomfortable and Lars looked worried. This was not good. Not good at all 
"Uh, did you use enough, Kirk?" Lars asked. "Maybe you needed to use the whole bottle?" 

"| DID use the whole bottle," Kirk insisted. "I used it all and followed the instructions on the label EXACTLY! 
"Well, you wanna take the bottle back to the drugstore then," James said bluntly. "Claim a refund" 


"A refund? A REFUND?" Kirk cried. "I deserve at least a billion dollars compensation! And anyway, | CAN'T go 
out like this!" He pointed to his bright orange hair, just in case his buddies had forgotten how shocking it looked. 


"Uh, wear a hat?" James suggested. 
"A hat!" Kirk was practically screaming now. "You don't understand! My hair is ruined. MY BEAUTIFUL HAIR! It 


will never be the samel" Kirk screamed loudly and his band mates covered their ears. He screamed and 


screamed and.. 


FEE EE E E E E EE EE E E E WE E WE E WE E E E F E E OK W Æ 


Kirk woke up, eyes flying open as he beheld the ceiling above him. He was lying in his bed, the blanket tangled 


around him. Lars stood over him, wide eyed and alarmed. 


"Kirk You OK buddy?" he asked. 
Kirk gasped and sat up as best as he could. "My hair! My lovely hair!" he wailed. 


"Kirk, calm down," said Lars, hugging the guitarist firmly. "You hair is fine, honest. You were having a 


nightmare". 


Kirk snuggled up close to Lars. "It was horrid," he whimpered. "| dreamed | tried to dye my hair blonde but it 


turned orange instead". 


Lars would have laughed, had Kirk not been so freaked out. Instead, he kissed Kirk on the cheek and gave him a 


comforting smile. 
"Hey, its OK Kirky. It's all over now, all gone". 


Kirk gave a contented sigh and put his head on Lars shoulder. Lars stroked Kirk's hair, as curly and black as 


ever. 


After a few minutes had passed, Lars began to feel hungry. "Shall we go down and get some breakfast?" he 
suggested. 


"Uhuh, yeah". Kirk nodded and released Lars. "I'm so hungry, | could eat a dinosaur". 
Lars giggled. "Having that nightmare must have used up extra energy, don't you think?" 


"| don't *want* to think about it," Kirk said, now much more cheerful that the nightmare had faded (and also 
because he had had a long cuddle off Lars). 


The two guys dressed quickly and headed downstairs in search of food. Lars made toast with lots of chocolate 
spread on and Kirk helped himself to a bowl of muesli. Then they went into the living room, where they found 
James and Jason watching Breakfast TV. 


‘Oh, there you guys are," said James, looking up from his bacon sandwich. "| thought you were either making 


out or had got lost in the shower". 
"Haha, funny!" said Lars. He flopped down on a beanbag and Kirk sat in the armchair next to him. They began 
eating and turned their attention to the TV. A platinum blonde lady was in the studio, talking to a fat guy with 


a |910s porno moustache. 


"Now its time for our special guest for the morning," the lady was saying. She beamed at the man. "Douglas, 


do you know who we have on our show today?" 


Douglas smiled back. "I don't, Bernice but I'm sure you're about to tell me." 


"| am indeed," Bernice said. "This morning, we have a special treat for all rock fans!" The Metallica guys all 


pricked up their ears and stared wide eyed at the TV. 


Bernice smiled even more, showing her dazzling white teeth off to the millions of viewers. "Today, we are joined 


by Dave Mustaine, of Megadeth!" she announced. 

A ginger haired man in an Iron Maiden t-shirt entered the room. Lars glanced at Kirk and grinned. 
"Dave has such lovely hair, don't you think so Kirky?" 

Kirk pouted. 


The End 


